*    BISHOPS  AND  PARSONS    *

'A diner-out, a wit and a popular preacher, I was
suddenly caught up by the Archbishop of York and
transported to my living in Yorkshire, where there had
not been a resident clergyman for a hundred and fifty
years. Fresh from London, not knowing a turnip from a
carrot, I was compelled to farm three hundred acres, and
without capital to build a parsonage house.

'I asked and obtained three years' leave from the
Archbishop, in order to effect an exchange if possible,
and fixed myself meanwhile in a small village two miles
from York, where was a fine old house of the time of
Queen Elizabeth, where resided the last of the squires,
with his lady, who looked as if she had walked straight
out of the Ark, or had been the wife of Enoch. He was
a perfect specimen of the Trullibers of old, he smoked,
hunted, drank beer at his door with his grooms and
dogs, and spelt over the county paper on Sundays.

'At first he heard I was a Jacobin and a dangerous
fellow, and turned aside as I passed; but at length,
when he found the peace of the village undisturbed,
harvests much as usual, Juno and Ponto uninjured, he
first bowed, then called, and at last reached such a pitch
of confidence that he used to bring the papers, that I
might explain the difficult words to him; actually dis-
covered that I had made a joke, laughed till I thought
he would have died of convulsions, and ended by in-
viting me to see his dogs.

'All my efforts at an exchange having failed, I asked
and obtained from my friend the Archbishop another
year to build in. And then I set my shoulder to the
wheel in good earnest; sent for an architect; he pro-
duced plans which would have ruined me. I made him
my bow: "You build for glory, Sirj I for use." I re-
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